




vi/rnsi'in.c* 

Fayth infringed, which fucbzeal^ did iwearcv 
Kow will hcfcorneji^v will hefpende his wit? 
How will he triumphjeape^nd laugh at it? 

For all the wealth that encr 1 did fee, 

I would not hauc him know To muchby mee*. 

Bero. Now ; Hep Ifoorth to whip hipocrific. 

Ah good my.Leidgc,! pray thee pardon mec. 

Good hart, What grace hail thou thustoreproue 
Thefe Wormesfor louing, thatarc moftin leue? 
i our eyes domake.no couches in yourteares. 

There is no certaine Princetfe that appeares* 

Youle not be pcrhirde,tis a hatefull thing? 
Tuflijiiori^but MinflreU lik^of Sonnetting* 1 ' 

Lut are you nct^aJlvamed/ nay.are you not 
All three ofyo u , t o be t bu s n u c h or cTh o t? 

You found his Moth,the King your Moth did fee; 
Put 1 a Bcamc do finde ip eacli of thre'e. 

O what a Scnenc of ToolriehaueT feene. 

Of fighcs 3 of groncs,o f Torrow f ,and of teens? 

0 mee,with whatftricktpaticn.ce.haue ITat,. 

To fee a King transformed to a Gnat. 

1 o fee great Hinnies whipping a Gigge, 1 
And profound SMlomon to tune a Tigge. 

And Ntflor play at ptiih-piri with the boyes, 

And CrittickTytnoij laugh at idle toy es. 

Where lies thy gfiefe,oteIl me goodDumaine? 

And gentle Longautll^ where lies thy painc? 

And where my Liedgesf allaBoutthebreft: 

A Caudle hou! 

Kwg. T o.o bitter is thy leil*/ ‘ • 

Are we betrayed thus to thy oucr. view? 

Ter. Ntityoii by rr,ee,but I betrayed coyoi.v 
I that am honeft, 1 that hojdeit fririe 
To breake tlre-vow l am mgaged in.. 

I am betrayed by ke^pi^g companies 
With men like men ofinconflancie* 

When ill all you fee m*de w rite a thing in rime? 

Qr grone for lone? or fp eude a minule$ time. 
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called Lottes Labor's lojl. 

In pruning mee when fhall you heare that I will prayfe * 
hand,a foote, a face, an eye : a gatc,a flate,a brow*a breft$ 
a waft, a legge*alimmc* 

King. Soft, Whither away fofaft? 

A true man, or a theefe, that gallops fo* 

'Ber* J poll from Lcue, good Louer let me go* 
laqu* God blefle the King* Enter laquenetta mdClofynti 
King . W hat prefent haft thou there? 

Clow. Some certaine treafon* 

King m What makes treafon heeref 
Clow* Nay it makes nothing fir* 

King * Yf it marr nothing neither. 

The treafon and you goe in peace away togeatheiv 
tyue. I befeech your Grace let this Letter be read. 

Our perfon mifddubts it : twas treafon he faid . 

King* Berowne reade it otter* He r cades the letter. 

King. Where hadftjihou it? 

JacjH. Of (ojtard. 

Kino. Where hadft thou it? 

Cojr. Of Dun dramadio, Dun <isf dramadio. 

Kw. How now,What is in you? Why doft thou teare it? 
2?cr. A toy my Lecdgc,a toy ?your grace needs not feare it* 
Bong, It did mouc him to patsion,& cherfore lets heare itf 
Dum. It is Berownes writing, and hecre is his name* 

Berow* Ah you whorefon loggerhead, you were borne to 
do me fhame* 

Guiltre my Lord guiltie : I confefle,IconfejGTe* 

King, What? (meflfe, 

Ber. That you three fooles,lackt‘me foole,to make vp the. 
Hec,hee,andyou 1 and you my Lecge,and I, 

Are pick-purfcs in Loue, and we delcrue to die*. 

O dilmiflc this audience, and I fhall cell you more*. 

Duma. Nowthenumbenscuen. 

T rue true, we are lower : will thefe turtles be £6ti?\ 
King Hence firs, away- 

< Walke afide the true folke, and let the traytors flay* 

Btr Swcete Lords^wccce Loucrs, O let vsimbracc, * 

As true wcarc asfkfbaud blood can be, 
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